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Marion Strobel 

TONIGHT 

A flame 
Leaps high 
In a wind: 

I am the same. 

I go 

My head 
High. I flame 

Red— blue. Oh, 

Tonight 
The sky 
Will be a 

Cry of light — 

Fire! 

Come swift 
As wind — come, 

Lift me higher! 

THE SILENCE STIRS AGAIN 

The silence that has lain so long between us 

Stirs again: 

The rushes bend in shining pathways 

To the shining end; 

The air is burdened with the rose that is not there — 

Always the rose. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

I have no laughter now, no tears — 
Only the silence grows big with years, 
Only the silence has a touch 
That hurts overmuch. 

The rushes bend 

In shining pathways to the shining end; 

Bend, and close. 



THE NIGHT 

The night binds darkness round my eyes 

And makes me wise. 

The quiet hours beguile — 

Like maidens chaste in single file, 

Like maidens who have said, 

"Be comforted." 

The truth of day falls far away 

And far away . . . 

And all the little gaieties 

Are dressed in colors as I please; 

And sadness has a gentle hand 

I understand. 

The night bound darkness round my eyes- 
I was made wise. 
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